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MEMORIAL CEREMONIES. 



" To-day we come with the Spring's fli-st glowing 
Of dewy gems from Nature's breast ; 
We come with our hands and our hearts o'eiHowing 
With prayers and flowers for the soldier's rest.'' 

Early in the year the several Posts of the Grand Array of the 
Republic ih the city decided to celebrate the occurrence of Decoration 
Day by appropriate ceremonies, and a Joint Committee was appointed 
as follows : 

George Wright Post No. 1. — Comrades N. S. Pierce, 0. Summers, Gr. 
E. Caukin, C. G. Staples, R. C. White, C. P. Yates, F. R. Neale, J. H. 
Penn, G. R. Matthews, Frank Story and A. E. Borthwick. 

Garfield Post No. 28— F. K. Arnold, Wra. Kapus E. H. C. Taylor. 

Stoneman Post No. 31. — Thos. G. Davison, C. E. DuBois, C. 
Smith, J. B, Reynolds. 

At a meeting of the Joint Committee an organization was effected 
and sub-committees were appointed, as follows: 

President — Comrade A. E. Borthwick, George Wright Post. 

Secretary — Comrade E. H. C. Taylor, Garfield Post. 

Treasurer — Comrade N. S. Pierce, George Wright Post. 

On Orator — Comrades Summers, Kapus and DuBois. 

On Invitation — Comrades Borthwick and Taylor. 

On Music — Comrades Caukin, Davison and Pierce. 

On Finance — Comrades Staples Yates, Davison and Arnold. 

On Transportation — Comrade Taylor. 

On Carriages — Comrades Reynolds, Smith, Arnold and Penn. 

On Printing — Comrade Borthwick. 

On Marking Graves — Comrades Neale and Matthews. 

On Evening Programme — Comrades White, Pierce, Kapus and 
Borthwick. 

On Printing Decoration Proceedings — Comrade Borthwick. 

Grand Marshal — Comrade N. S. Pierce. 

Aids — Comrades Taylor, McDevitt, Borthwick and Powers. 

The Joint Committee met at various times at the insurance office 
of Comrade G. E. Caukin, Stark Street, and perfected all necessary 
arrangements for the proper celebration of Memorial Day, among 
other things it being decided to adopt the ritualistic work as far as 
practicable. 
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Memorial Sermon. .j ^ '^ 



By invitation of Rev. T. L. Eliot, the several Posts met at head- 
quarters of George Wright 'Post, on First Street, bet\yeen Washington 
and Stark, on Sunday evening, May 28th, and marched thence in full 
uniform to the Unitarian Church, where the following exercises 
were had: 

Anthem. 

Sentences and invocation. 

Choir — '* Father, I bend to Thee." — Himmel. 

Scripture — Psalms cxxi., cxxii., and Gloria. 

Prayer. 

"Oh, that I had wings like a Dove!" — Mrs. DePrans and Mr. 
Bullock. 

Hymn — " My country, 'tis of thee." 

Rev. Mr. Eliot then gave as his text 2 Maccabees, vii., 37, "But 
I, as my brethren, offer up my body and life for the laws of our 
fathers, beseeching God that he would speedily be merciful to our 
nation," and then delivered the following eloquent discourse : 

These words were spoken, not on a battle field, but by the last of seven 
sons, who, with their mother, were sacrificed rather than forswear their con- 
sciences and allegiance to their country. The invader with his army was in 
possession and expected, first by bribes and then by tortures, to turn this 
stubborn people from their religious traditions and national pride ; but only 
succeeded in arousing a flaming patriotism, which culminated in a war for 
liberty and truth, as heroic as ever has taken place in the history of man . 
The history of the Maccabees is too little known, the books having unfortun- 
ately been excluded from the Protestant canon of scripture , but they contain 
a record of martyrdoms, heroism, invincible valor and sustained devotion, 
which equals, if it does not transcend the stories of Leonidas and Horatius 
Codes, of Joan of Arc in France, of Robert the Bruce in Scotland, of Boliv^ Ol 
in South America, of Touissant L'Ouverture in Hayti — not forgetting our 
own nation's heroic birth, and regeneration through tne blood of heroes, in 
1776 and 1860. The first book of Maccabees reads like an epic, with an in- 
creasing glow of loyalty to the end. It is historically reliable, full of roman- 
tic interest, and the legends in it reflect the intensity of moral convictions, 
the persuasion that heaven and heavenly champions are on every battle field 
for righteousness. Mattathias, "breathing fury through his nostrils," stab- 
^^JJj; ^ bing an apostl^ Jew and the Greek oflScer who was procuring his sacrilege be- ' 
fore the altar ; fleeing to the mountains with his warcry of "Zeal and the 
Covenant," reminds us of William Tell and the Sicilian vespers. Eleazar, 
who crept thro' the invading army, sought out the king's elephant and immo- 
lated himself to bring the great beast to the ground, reminds us of Arnold 
Winklereid, "making a way for liberty" by gathering a sheaf of Austrian 
spears into his own breast. The magnificent dream of Judas, before the bat- 
tle of Bethhoron is like the visions which inspired the Huguenots of the des- 
ert and the Scotch covenanters. The story of his camp fires and battle 
hymns and the onset of his soldiers, "fighting with their hands and praying 
with their hearts," is like the march of Cromwell and his roundheads. The 
death of Judas refusing flight and saying, "God forbid that I should do this 
thing and flee away from them ; if our time be come let us die manfully for 
brethren, and let us not leave behind a stain upon our honor," and the equal 
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heroism of his four brothers as leaders of the Hebrews, are like the self-sacri- 
li.oe — almost as Httle heard of as the patriots of Servia and Montenegro ; and 
the glory of this war, like our own, culminates with the beauty of woman's 
devotionj in homes, on the battle field — in the hour of defeat inspiring fresh 
courage, and in the hour of victory forgetting their own sorrows for the re- 
demption of a nation. To this day the Jewish i)eople commemorate this 
conflict for liberty and law, and the victory of Judas and his brothers in the 
so-called feast of lights; setting eight burning tapers before the altar, which I 
am informed signify the martyrdom of the seven sons and their mother, and 
by their symbolism impress upon children in every home, the story of devo- 
tion to country and the hope of morality. 

Cold and unworthy would be the heart which does not glow before the 
liturgy of patriotism in every age and of every race ! Patriotism is a twin 
flower to every noblest aspiration of man. The ties which bind us to a common 
name and link us in the brotherhood of language, soil and institutions are 
nearest the ties which unite us to home, to family and to God. The com- 
memoration of those who gave their lives for their country's integrity and 
honor, is nott^nly a sacred privilege — it is the reminder of a responsibility, a 
great covenant of national life, which the Almighty lays upon every soul. 
There should be brought to this day that we are preparing as a nation to cel- 
ebrate, each year an added solemnity, an added charter of perpetuity. It 
would have been unnatural were such a momentuous era of our country's 
history to have left no mark iii its symbolisms and memorial days. It 
would be a sign of recreancy, could the millions who were mustered out at 
the close of the war have forgotten their plighted faith and companionships. 
It was as true a thing as a flower is to its root and stem, that the root of patri- 
otism — after the toils of war were done — should bear as its flowev, the insti- 
tution of Decoration Day, and sacred fellowship of soldier citizens, who, like 
"the Hebrew warrior, keep their 'feast of lights' " — remembering the dead, 
inspiring the living and transmitting to unborn generations, the story of 
the great Deliverance from Disunion and National Death ! 

Is it too early then to remind ourselves that the decoration of soldiers' 
graves each season of springtime will be made by a lessening number of sol- 
dier hands, as the roll call is heard for each man's final review in the earthly 
ranks ? A time will come when the last mortal who bore arms in that 
sacred strife will himself be laid away, and when the last member of the 
grand army will salute his country's flag, lift flowers in his trembling hands 
for a comrade's grave, in some cemetery of Gettysburg or Arlington and 
soon take his place by their side. 

Shall America's trust then cease, or shall the sons of these men, initiated 
to a "second degree," gather around the camp-fire of tradition and lead the 
nation in a perpetuated memorial, linked to the home, the church and the . 
school ? This is a question which the surviving members of the Grand Army 
should soon consider. They will not be met in this day of long guaranteed 
popular liberties by the clamor which greeted the society of the Cincinnati-^ 
when there was proposed a hereditary succession of the soldiers of 1776. ^lm. t) 

\ould it not be an honorable memorial of their names also, who served 
their country in the civil war, if they could be represented by their next of 
kin in the elections which keep full the ranks of your posts ; and to whom 
could the honorable task of keeping Decoration Day be better entrusted than 
to men whose chief pride will be that their sires or brothers "oflfered their 
bodies and their lives for the laws of their fathers," "fighting with their 
hands and praying with their hearts," "beseeching God that he would speed- 
ily be merciful* to our nation?" If an American is ever to be granted a hered- 
itary privilege, what one could be more innocent than this — or satisfy a more 
unselfish pride ? But whether the guardianship of this day be so perpetuated 
or not it will remain none the less a national trust and inheritance. Its de- 
cadence or neglect would mark national disease and a people unworthy of 
their blood-bought liberties and laws. Let the story then in all its shadow 
and light, of the greatest civil war on earth, with the most at stake in history, 
be told over and over at our firesides and in our schools ; let the names of 
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heroes and the remembrance of countless unnamed dead, be the subject of 
drama and song — let art with its ennobling symbolism give us*monuments on 
every highway, battle field and crowded market place, and let these all light 
a patriotism, whose ardor will be a warrant for that "vigilance which is the 
eternal price of liberty !" Men and women who lived through the dark days 
of the rebellion and felt the "agony of doubt," as to whether we were to have 
a country, will live their lives out with the "luxury of conviction" of its 
priceless worth. The swords of the soldiers are loose in their sheathes, their 
eyes are quick to see, their ears are swift to note the look and tone of disloyal 
or indifferent men, and these, too, are the public sentinels who have learned 
to "beware of men who make wars necessary." But the (thildren must be in- 
structed, and every instrumentality which can touch the heart, be brought to 
bear upon the theme of the nation's peril and deliverance. This generation 
must not die until all that symbolism, art, music and ritual can do to this end, 
is done and done forever! 

The story of our terrible conflict should never be recited to the rising 
race without the impressive reminder of how utterly needless and uncalled 
for was the impious act of rebellion, and how bitter the price which its sup- 
pression cost. We must indeed never forget that those who provoked the 
"dread arbitrament of war" were our brethren, whose rank and file, what- 
ever may be laid to some of their leaders, were inspired by the fatal philter 
"of state rights," and their seijges drugg ed by^e institution of slavery, which 
identified itself with the fireside and Jay like a vipef*~at the hearTof the na- 
tional constitution ; but they urged on a conflict which could have but one 
issue, and which, had they not been blind to all history, was forecast in the 
very destiny of the human race. They only precipitated the destruction of 
the principles they fought for, by the appeal to the sword. 

And consider the cost of this mistake. It has been estimated that the 
civil war cost America seven thousands of millions from the treasury, and 
perhaps as much more in the destruction of property, with three-quarters of 
a million of lives. Slave property, before the war, at the highest figure, was 
appraised to be worth four thousands of millions. It has been eloquently 
said, in an address last month, before the army of the Tennessee, "that if it 
had been possible for statesmanship, reason and justice to have risen to the 
. occasion, all slaves could have been paid for and liberated, and there would 

\ have remained enough of the cost of the war to have purchased for each 
freed man a farm worth $500, and yet enough left to have built all the trans- 
continental railroads that have been and are being built, and still enough to 
pay for cutting the ship canal through the isthmus, leaving a balance of $700,- 
000,000, to promote education or build asylums for the unfortunate. The 
large sum of money which the war cost over what would have been required 
to pay for the slaves at their estimated value, would have driven poverty, ig- 
norance and crime out of the United States for all time. 

" The nation was of one blood, with laws made by the representatives 
of the people, operating equally and lightly upon all. The grandest river of 
the world flowed centrally through from the extreme north to the southern 
border, bearing upon its broad bosom for interchange, the produce and com- 
merce of all sections. Every interest save one — human slavery, and that the 
greatest of all wrongs,''and even that was safer in than out of the union-dictated 
union and peace. And yet with all these suflftcient reasons, union and peace 
were only secured by a devastating war. May we not hope that reason and 
justice in the coming time shall guide the nations, and enable the amicable 
settlement of differences without wars?" 

Our children should know that there was but one all -imperative duty of 
patriotism when Sumter was fired on, and the erring states inevitably in- 
voken the uprising of a great people; but the chief lesson of that war is lost 
indeed, if it does not minister to the arts and sanctities of peace. A civil war 
is a nation's impressive self-criticism and sentence upon some neglects — some 
root of bitterness which law and wisdom ought to have foreseen, and 
enlightened patriotism ought to have cured without the knife. 
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Patriotimi has been well defined, as " the whole body of those aff*ections 
which unite m^n's hearts to the co^monweHlth." It contains the spirit of 
self sacrifice, the law of the home, "where each lives for all." The Romans 
% used the word "impiety" for failing against the Gods, the country or the family. j 

k^ ■ Our national allegiance — I use in l|ffect the words of Lord Bacon "is of greater ^ 
^ I extent'and dimen^on than laws (W governments and cannot consist by the \ \ 
\ \ laws merely, because it began before laws ; it continueth after laws, andt it is 
in vigor when laws are suspended and have had their force." Should not the 
fostering of this ideal of heart allegiance, the ])ure love of country and readiness 
to make sacrifices for it, become more consciously the duty of every educating 
influence upon our people? Do we as a people realize that the purity and 
vitality of our institutions is an individual trust? Are we conscious how 
closely linked every degeneracy in the government, legislative, executive or 
judicial is witb citizenship, and is mejisured by the degree of responsibility 
or non-responsibility, felt by men and women who live on the land? Do we 
blush as we ought to do when our governmental system, from the primaries 
to the legislature, registers the tide mark of civic indifference? Does the av- 
erage citizen of our land think of his own "impiety" when some scandal crops 
out in legislative halls, or stains the judicial ermine? Is it possible that in a 
republic of fifty millions we have no other training for statesmanship than 
that which comes from hand to mouth, no other education of the rising gen- 
eration in the duties of citizenship than what is eked out between political 
Cl \ campaigns by the press, compar\tively no foundations in our colleges of pro- 
'fessorships in political science, no institutes endowed in our cities for the in- 
struction of the people in the rights, duties and perils of citizenship? Do 
Americans read history, that they think their republic can bear the strain of 
such forces, as ours holds and not be burst, as other republics have been, un- 
less the ship of state is ribbed and bolted as with living steel? In Athens 
and Florence the very boys lived consc i ^ irti ously as members of the state, 
and felt the glory or shame of every just or unjust act, in leader or subordi- 
nate. The Roman father took his child daily to the forum, and the Hebrew 
mother inspired her children with devotion to their country as God's highest 
gift and trust. These nations wove their religion into the web of their coun- 
try's laws, and to neglect a civic duty was impiety against the trods. Do we, Ct- 
my friends so teach our children and enlist their pure affectionls, their gener- * 
ous ardor for the land of their birth, and for the sacred institutions which 
overshadow home and education, the pursuit of livelihoods in peace and hap- , 

pinesS- I am asking trite questions, but what shall better memorize our sa- ^/{^ / 
cred dead or better glorify our beloved nation, than that this di^ shall be 
one for searching of hearts and stirring of consciences? I could easier fill 
out this hour with scraps and relics from battle fields and camps, gathering 
up the anecdotes, singing over the old scale of countless heroisms — and I got 
alDtofthem together for the purpose, but I asked myself will not these . i 
things only awaken a passing faniy, or start a trajij^ient emotion, leaving our ^ 
minds the luxury of self-glorification, rather than inspiring us with the spirit 
of patriotism, such as makes wars unnecessary? Are we met here, I asked 
/y myself, I now ask yoi^in honor of ourselves, or to forget ourselves for our 
A country's sake^lhall we "spout foi\rth a little frothy stream, making this a 

J/ ^ gaudy day, and sufl^er to remain dry the rest of the year," or leave this place 
"^ with new aspirations and resolutions such as gave our Garfield the words, 
"my life belongs to my country, and I am only anxious to do what I can 
before the mortgage is foreclosed," and which brought him indeed to that 
crisis of affairs when nought would satisfy the Nemesis of republics but his 
death? For patriotism means sacrifice, its demand is not for our spare 
time but for time we cannot spare ; and patriotism is aped by those who 4. i 
give lip service and for bread, a stone. There is no cant more hyocritical P 1 
and cheap than the cant of loyalty — none which ever hides worse raven- 
ing wolves. No virtue is worse tempted than is patriotism, to wear bor- 
rowed garments — and pass by words instead of deeds. Even when the 
life of the country is threatened, how many wear the colors for glory 
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rather than for the nation's honor; and in time of peace how few there 
are who look beyond their selfish well-being, how many, who,*in ofiice. serve 
their friends, but not justice ,and truth, how many that confound party 
success or provincial prosperity, with the true wellfare of the whole land, 
and sacrifice this to that, the publi(; interest to the private or sectional 
mess of pottage/ 

On some accounts it appears to many tlioughtful minds, that we are in 
the most dangerous and eventful period of our history at the present time 
and that the next two decades will decide more for our true glory or shame, 
than did ever the decade of civil war. The vast material prosperity of to-day 
has more elements in it to cause fear for the purity of our institutions than 
should arise were we straiMtened by a foreign conflict, or the maintenance of 
a European army. We have reached that place which a boy reaches when 
he feels too old to obey, and is too young for his father's companion ; and 
when he inherits estates which he had no share in making; that age so well 
described by a great writer, reflecting upon a period of England's history, 

. /'between national honor and complete degeneracy, when there is an interval 
inCl/vvvd^J of national yoiiely, during which examples are recounted and admired without 

' being imitated." I received a letter lately from a distinguished English- 
man, in which he spoke of their troublous times since the new year, and 
adds: "Happy you of America who have no politics, nothing to disturb your 
beneficent task of developing the natural resources of your country." Happy 
indeed are we of America — I thought as I read his words— by contrast with 
precedent-loaded, army'-crowded Europe; happy in the elasticity of our in- 
stitutions, the hopefulness with which we face every problem,* and happy 
perhaps in the measure of material prosperity which offers every one bread 
and peace for his honest labor, a competence for his frugal effort. But not 
happy in the oversunshine, which is teaching us too easy credulity and 
tempting us, as a nation, and as citizens, off our guard, while tares are sown 
in the wheat. There are elements at work to-day in our country that are 
throwing an unknown quantity into the problem of our republican liberty. 
The vast, uncontrolled immigration on our eastern coast is one, bringing as it 
does a class whose hereditary attitude toward government, teaches it to look 
upon all law and all government as an oppressor, and who may long lie in 
our midst an undigested mass, assimilating us to them as well as them to us, 
and so lowering the standards. The drinking habit, with its waste of six 
hundred millions anrnially ; its crime record and its political "vested inter- 
est," is another problem which no patriot or statesman can look on without 
feaO 

Qrhe vast consolidations of corporate power, which end by controlling leg- 
islative action to the injury of private enterprise and personal liberty, and 
which always mark their presence by the enforced servility of press and plat- 
form to their uses ; the vast machinery of civil service, which is yoked to evil 
traditions — traditions of our own making, the fruit of our own subordinations 
of national principles to provincial greed- -are other incalculable elements of 
disturbance, not, indeed, pointing to civil war, except through long social 
degradations, but procuring the condition of unstable equilibrium, which a 
touch may overturn with disasters and wide-reaching calamity. 

History has often shown us nations seemingly at the height of their influ- 
ence and wealth, topple down at the slightest accident, or what seemed total 
ina(lequate causes. Mercenariness can infest a nation, and civic virtue be 
gone, although it is gilded all over with art and is prosperous in every 
material sense. Such was Italy at the end of the 18th century, which, ac^cora- 
ing to Sismondi; "had soldiers, riches, a large population, flourishing agricul- 
ture, commerce and manufactures — but feeling and life were missing, there 
was neither the will nor power to maintain independent national existence, 
which, therefore disappeared at the first threatened storm." It was over- 
prosperity that ruined Venice, and took the crown from the low countries. 
When they were poor and winning their soil from the sullen sea, patriotism 
was the master motive. No sacrifice was too great to save the national honor. 
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When their horses eat from golden cribs and their ships spread sails of silk, 
they sunk their glory to the level of a. price ; bought peace and sold integrity. 
Let, then, that American be called most patriotic to-day, who will show his 
fellow-citizens the danger that threatens us, and which are more insidious 
than rebel armies — perils which encroach on life, as do those unseen gases 
which stupify their victim before they kill. 

Finally, let me say, that to those who fought and bled for their country 
in its dark hour, that country should be all the more dear and guarded as a 
precious trust, when lifted as it now is, in peace and plenty, the "cynosure of 
all eyes." None should better realize than you do, soldiers, that our perpe- 
tuity depends not upon bayonets, but upon moral forces, upon a sacred un- 
selfishness and watchfulness. In the army you realized how one soldier's 
slumber at his post might waste the councils of anxious months and spill 
unavailing treasure and blood. As citizens, will you not lead your fellow men 
in a like conviction, that the fate of the country hangs on tne integrity and 
wakefulness of each citizen. "^ 

I can conceive of no moi^ alluring and sacred privilege to-day, especially 
for the young men of the nation, than that of an unpartizan devotion to the 
interests, the problems, which are beginning to agitate this fifty millions of 
people. Distrust, young men, above all things, those advisers, even if they 
are gray-haired, who would turn you away from politics, because of their 
demoralization. That is the imperative reason why ygu should enter them — i — 
not as ofiice seekers — God forbid! but as office makers, if I may so i«mn the Lcc-' 
j^ word. Now, iX witness, a thing which would have terrified a Hamilton or 
a Jefferson, that they are most interested, most active in politics, who have 
something personal, something selfish to gain; whereas those should be most 
active who want no offic«, whose motives cannot be suspected, and who rep- 
resent the people in their search for patriotic, incorruptible ministers and 
administration of public affairs. What an opportunity is there to-day for 
clubs of young men and organizations of citizens, inside or outside of parties, 
who shall meet for instruction in American history, for lectures upon politi- 
cal science, for honorable and unbiased action at primaries and the polls. I 
can almost envy the men who are soon to cast a first presidential vote. They 
are coming upon a great stage of action. When Mr. Sumner took his place 
first in the senate, old Thomas Benton said, "you have come upon the stage 
too late, sir. All our great men have passed away — the great issues, too, raised 
from our form of government, have been settled also. Nothing is left for you, 
sir, but puny, sectional questions and petty strifes about slavery and fugitive 
slave laws, involving no national interests." So short-sightea could a man 
be, himself for thirty years on the active field of duty! The chief crisis in 
our history was then making up, and Sumner lived as senator through the 
^^^^^y most electi¥e and eventful of our years. So, many now conceive of things, 
/ in the lull of the present hour, as if our eventful history was in the past, but 
it scarcely takes a prophet to know that we are facing questions in the near 
future which will tax the finest powers in our land, and make politics as they 
always should be in a republics — the main duty of its citizens. 

It seems that the last i)oem of Longfellow, only given to the public 

within a few days, is in honor of Decoration Day. As it is therefore new to 

the large majority of my hearers, X shall (dose by reading it. The words are a 

[^" fitting end to the patriotic Upw-of th^-greatest poet, who knew so well how to 

write in one devotion, country and home. 

'* Sleep, comrades, sleep and rest. 
On this field of the grounded arms 
Where foes no more molest 
Nor sentry's shot alarms. 

Ye have slept on the ground before, 

And started to your feet 
At the cannon's sudden roar. 

Or the drum's redoubling beat. 
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But in this camp of death 
No sound sare your slumber, hrealts 

Here is no fevered breath- 
No wound that bleeds and aches. 

All is4» repose and peace, 

Untrampled lies the sod : 
The shouts of battle ceaseu— 

It is the ti-uce of God ! ^ 

Kest, comrades, rest and sleep !— 
The thoughts of men shall be 

As sentinels to keep 
Your rest from danger free. 

Your silent tentS of green 
We deck with fragrant flowers— 

Yours has the suffering been — 
The memory shall be ours. 



After conclusion of the sermon, the congregation joined in singing 
the " Battle Hymn of the Republic ;" the Benediction was then pro- 
nounced, and the Comrades returned to their headquarters and were 
dispersed. 



Decoration Day Ceremonies 



The several Posts assembled at their headquarters as per 
announced programme at 1:30 o'clock p. m., May 30th, for the purpose 
of properly celebrating Memorial Day. Meade Post No. 24, of 
Oregon City, under charge of Post Commander L. T. Barin, came 
down on an excursion boat at 9 o'clock a. m., to take part in the 
ceremonies and were received by a delegation from George Wright 
Post. The weather was fine and streets dusty. Business houses 
generally were closed at 12 m. All the United States, county and 
city offices were closed. It was as general a holiday as the Fourth of 
July. It is estimated that 8,000 persons crossed by the Stark Street 
Ferry alone and went to Lone Fir Cemetery, more than half of the 
number carrying flowers. 

THE PROCESSION 

Was formed under direction of Past Post Commander N. S. Pierce, 
as Marshal. Comrades W. C. Powers, T. B. McDevitt and A. E. 
Borthwick acted as Aids. 

Prom{)tly at 2 o'clock (the hour appointed) the procession took 
up the line of march in the following order: 

Four members of the Portland Police in full uniform. 

Grand Marshal and Aids. 

Bray's Band. 

Washington Guard, ('apt. Horatio Cooke. 

Emmet Guard, Capt. Wm. McCarthy. 

City Rifles, Capt. Geo. Wilson. 
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Portland Light Guard, Capt. J. Rush Bronson, composed prin- 
cipally of sons of members of the Grand Army, which was a pleasant 
feature of the procession and attracted much attention. 

East Portland Band. 

Washington Camp No. 1, Patriotic Order Sons of America, under 
command of L. B. Ina, President. 

Washington Camp No. 2, P. 0. S. of A., East Portland, under com- 
mand of S. R. Harrington, Prest.; J. W. Kern, Marshal. 

Washington Camp No. 3, P. 0. S. of A., G. W. McCoy, Vice- 
President. 

George Wright Post No. 1, G. A. R., G. C. Sears, Commander. 

Meade Post No. 24, G. A. R., L. T. Barin, Commander. 

Garfield Post, No. 28, G. A. R., F. K. Arnold, Commander. 

Stoneman Post No. 31, G. A. R., T. G. Davison, Commander. 

Members of Ancient Order of Foresters, B. Weymouth, G. C. R. 

Oar containing thirty little girls dressed in white, daughters of 
members of the Grand Army, and bearing emblems, army corps 
flags, etc. 

Portland Light Battery, Capt. Thos. Adams, mounted, and with 
two brass twelve-pounder field guns. 

Carriages containing Orator, Poet, Chaplain, Old Soldiers, Citi- 
zens, etc. 

After marching through the principal streets, the procession 
crossed at Stark Street Perry and marched thence to the cemetery. 

AT LONE FIR CEMETERY. 

Arriving at the consecrated ground the policemen were stationed 
at the four corners of the hollow square, and, marching in reversed 
order, the G. A. R. formed one side of the square, the military and 
civic societies the other sides. 

The services for Decoration Day as laid down in the G. A. R. 
Ritual were then had, the several Posts of the G. A. R. acting as one ' 
organization. 

Comrade R. C. White, as Chaplain of the Day, offered prayer. 

The band played a solemn dirge. 

Comrade G. E. Caukin, as Adjutant, read the following orders 
from Department Headquarters : 

HEADQUARTERS DEPARTMENT OP CALIFORNIA, 

GRAND ARMY OF THE REPUBLIC, 

320 Sansome St., San Francisco, April 15, 1882. 
Gbnebal Orders ) 
No. 4. J 

Under the Kules of the NationaJ Encampment of the Grand Army of the 
Republic it will be the duty of every Post in this Department, on the 30th 
day of May next, to participate in the decoration of the graves of Soldiers and 
Sailors who served in the '^War of the Rebellion." 

It is hereby ordered that the Commanders of Posts will, as soon as possi- 
ble, make the necessary arrangements for the proper observance of the d^y. 
As the 30th day of May has been declared a legal holiday in this State, there 
will be no. interference with business, and all wiU be at liberty to assist. Let 
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us remember that it is not simply that we strew flowers over the graves of 
individuals whose memory we desire to keep green, but that it is an offering 
of love we, as comrades, pay to our Dead, and a tribute from a grateful people 
to that self-sacrificing patriotism which resulted in the perpetuity of our 
liberties and th**. integrity of the Nation. 

Therefore, whether there are graves of Veterans to be decorated or not, 
it is desired that wherever in this department a Post of the G. A. R. is located, 
some fitting memorial service will be observed. 

While these memorial exercises are under the auspices of the Grand 
Army of the Republic, it is no less the duty of all to unite with the G. A. R. 
in the observance of the day, and all organized bodies, military and civic, are 
invited to join with the G. A. R. in making the observance universal. 

As the years roll by our labors on this day become- increased, and our roll 
of honor shows added names on each anniversary of this day of grateful offer- 
ings, and as our numbers become less, let our devotion to the memories of the 
past grow stronger, and our loyalty to our dead never grow cold. 

Clergymen in the different localities are respectfully requested to conduct 
appropriate memorial service in their respecjtive chunihes on Sabbath pre- 
ceding 30th of May, and the Press are requested to give the day and its duties 
notice in their columns. 

By command of W. A. ROBINSON, 

Department Commander. 

GEO. M. Mccarty, 

Assistant Adjutant General. 

Comrade G. C. Sears, as Commander, gave the following address 
from the Ritual : 

To-day is the festival of our dead. We unite to honor the memory of our 
brave and our beloved; to enrich and ennoble our lives by recalling a public 
heroism and a private worth that are immortal, to encourage by our solemn 
service, a more zealous and stalwart patriotism. Festival of the dead! Yes, 
though many eyes are clouded with tears, though many hearts are clouded 
with regret, though many lives are still desolate because of the father or 
brother, the husband or lover, who did not come back ; though every grave, 
which a tender reverence or love adorns with flowers, is the shrine of a sor- 
row whose influence is still potent, though its first keen poignancy has been 
dulled, — despite of all, to-day is a festival because it is full of solemnity. And 
now, as in this silent camping ground of our dead, with soldierly tenderness 
• and love, we garland these passionless mounds, let us recall those who made 
their breasts a barricade between our country and its foe's: Let us recall their 
toils, their sufterings, their heroism, their supreme fidelity in camp, in prison 
pen, on the battle field, and in hospital, that the flag under which they fought, 
and from the shadows of whose folds they were promoted, may never be dis- 
honored ; that the country for whose union and supremacy they surrendered 
life, may have the fervent and enthusiastic devotion of ever>' citizen ; that as 
we stand by every grave as before an altar, we may pledge our manhood that, 
so help us God, the memory of our dead shall encourage and strengthen in us 
all a more loyal patriotism. 

C. G. Staples, the Oflfteer of the Day, then took up some flowers 
and scattering them on the memorial grave, said : 

In your name, my comrades, I scatter these memorial flowers upon this 
grave, which represents the graves of all who died in the sacred cause of our 
country. Our floral tribute shall wither. Let the tender, fraternal love for 
which it stands, endure until the touch of death shall chill the warm pulse- 
beat of your hearts. 

Chaplain R. C. White then spoke as follows : 

Comrades, by this service, without distinction of race or creed, we renew 
our pledge to exercise a spirit of fraternity among ourselves, of charity to the 
destitute wards of the Grand Army, and of loyalty to the authority and union 
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of the United States of America, and to our glorious flag, under whose folds 
every union soldier's or sailbr's grave is the altar of patriotism. 

The salute to the memory of the dead was then made, consisting 
of three volleys fired over the grave. 

Decoration of the graves of all known deceased Soldiers, by 
Posts, in columns of four, under the charge of the Grand Marshal, 
was then proceeded w4th. None that were so known were left un- 
attended to. Many of our citizens who were present, no doubt, re- 
membering with tenderness those loved and lost ones laid away to 
their final rest, proceeded to decorate the graves throughout the 
grounds. It seemed that each actor in this scene was thinking of the 
injunction of some departed one like that expressed in the old song : 

"One little wish, darling, grant nie : 
See that my grave is kept green." 

When the formal ceremonies in Lone Fir cemeterv were am- 
eluded, the Emmet (luard. City Rifles and a detachment of the G. A. 
R., passed into the Catholic cemetery, near by, and proceeded to 
decorate the graves there. 

There was estimated to be over 6()00 y)eople present on the 
grounds during the afternoon, and the ferryboats were kept busy 
transferring the crowds back and forth across the river. . About G 
o'clock P. M. the procession returned and disbanded, while at the 
same time the excursion steamers and barges from Vancouver dis- 
charged their living freight upon our streets, giving the city an en- 
livening appearance. 



Evening Exercises. 



At about 8 o'clock the comrades assembled and took up the line 
of march to New Market Theatre, where the closing ceremonies of 
Decoration Day were held. The public turned out en masse and 
the building was filled to its utmost capacity. The stage and auditor- 
ium were handsomely and appropriately decorated with flags and 
shields and festooned with evergreens. In the center was a flower- 
decked monument, while the scene at the rear represented a cemetery 
with a bust of Lincoln in the foreground. The stage was occupied 
by members of George Wright, Garfield, Stonemen and Meade Posts 
of the Grand Army. The decoration of the theatre was under charge 
of Comrade R. C. White, whose opinion and taste in matters of deco- 
ration and art are always considered an fait. 

The exercises opened with the rendition of a requiem hymn by 

the band, after which came the ritual opening of the Grand Army of 

the Republic, as follows : 

CoMMANDRR Sears: Ffiends — As Commander of this Post I welcome you 
in the name of my comrades to this public service. To us Decoration Day i$. 
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the memorial day of stalwart bravery, of patriotic heroism, of national faith. 
It is the freedom da^ of a race emancipated from bondage and a nation 
redeemed from iniquity. It is clear to every soldier. It deepens in our 
hearts a memory of our brave and our beloved — the grand army of the im- 
mortals; and that memory makes precious to us the badge of the G. A. R., 
which we wear on our breasts. May we join so reverently in these exercises 
that what we call decoration day may be to our dead their day of coronation. 

Adjutant, for what purpose is this meeting called ? 

Adjutant Caukin — To pay our tribute of respect to the memory of our 
late comrades. 

Com. — Have you a record of their services in the cause of our country, 
and in the Grand Army of the Republic? 

Adj. — Commander, I have. 

Com. — You will read it. 

Adjutant then read the Roll of Honor, as follows : 

1. T. J. Sloan, Col. 124th Illinois Vol. 

2. H. A. Bodman, Surgeon U. S. Navy. 

3. J. W. Clayton, 1st Serg. Ohio Vol. 

4. J. A.English, Private 17th Penn. Cav. 

5. H. Smalden, Private 23d U. S. Inf. 

6. C. E. Jackins, Private 111. Vol. 

7. Thomas Chapman, 1st U. S. Cavalry. 

8. Charles Haunstein, U. S. Navy. 

9. D. F. Smith, Capt. 9th U. S. Cavalry. 

10. C. F. M-eserve, 1st Bat. Col. Vol. 

11. Oliver Hatch, .Priv.lst Ogn. Vol. Inf. 

12. J. M. Mack, Surgeon Illinois Vol. 

13. E.M.Bradley, Corporal 17th Pa. Inf. 

14. T. W. Green, 4th Ohio Cavalry. 

15. Charles Krouts, Private Illinois Vol. 

16. JohnGracie, Serg. 9th U. S. Inf. 

17. W. F.Cougill, Illinois Volunteers. 

18. M. E. Biglow, Lieut. Col. Mass. Vol. 

19. J. W. Barker, 

20. Wm. T. Campbell, — . 3d Iowa Cav. 

21. T. Coleman Brown, Chicago Board of Trade Battery. 

22. Dan Girard,- 

23. James Ford, Nevada Volunteers. 

24. Henry Strose, --U. S. Infantry. 

25. Fred. W. Godard, — Ohio Volunteers. 

26. Henry Walton, 1st Lieut. 34th Iowa (Mt. Tabor). 

27. P. S. Williams, 1st Serg. W. T. Inf. (St. Mary's). 

28. Brian Brady, —. Private 4th N. Y. Cav. (St. Mary's). 

29. Pat'k Daly, Batty. C, 3d U.S. Artillery (St.Mary's). 

30. Barnard McCabe, Mass. Volunteers (St. Mary's). 

31. Grant Fagen (St. Mary's). 

32. Mike Malone, 4th N. Y. Cav. (St. Mary's). 

As the names were read, three rolls were beat upon a muffled 
drum by Comrade Thos. A. Linn. 

Com. — The record is an honorable one ; and as the memory of all faith- 
ful soldiers of the Republic should be cherished and their record preserved, 
I direct that it be placed among our archives for future reference. 

Chaplain AcTON-r-** What man is that liveth and ^hall not see death? 
Shall he deliver his soul from the hand of the grave? If man die shall he 
live again ?" 

Comrades — Jesus Christ said, " I am the resurrection and the life. He 
that believeth in Me, though he were dead, yet shall he live. And he that 
liveth and believeth in Me shall never die.'* 
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Chaplain — " Let not your heart be troubled. Believe in God ; believe 

also in Me. In My Father's house are many mansions. I go to prepare a 

place for you." 

Comrades — " Blessed are the dead who die in the Lord. Yea, saith the 

Spirit, that they may rest from their labors." 

Chaplain — " They shall hunger no more, neither thirst any more." 
Comrades — " Neither shall the sun light on thera, nor any heat." 
Chaplain—" For the Lamb, which is in the midst of the throne, shall feed 

them and lead them unto living fountains of water." 

Comrades — "And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes." 
Chaplain — "There shall be no more death ; neither sorrow nor crying; 

neither shall there be any more pain." 

Comrades — " For the former things have passed away." 

The comrades then formed a square around the altar and prayer 
was ofifered by the Chaplain, Rev. J. H. Acton, closing with the Lord's 
prayer in concert, after which the comrades returned to their seats. 

The following was then announced as the programme for the 
evening : 

Music, Quartette Club ; Oration, Hon. H. Y. Thompson ; Music, 
"Auld Lang Syne," Band ; Recitation, "Our Army of the Dead," 
Misses Katie Pierce, Laura Watkins, Josie Buchanan, Cora Braden, 
Mary Morse, Lavina Jones ; Poem, "In Memoriam," Comrade R. C. 
White; Music, Quartette Club; Recitation, "The Drummer Boy of 
Mission Ridge," Miss Belle Castleman ; Music, "America," Comrades all. 

Hon. H. Y. Thompson was then introduced as the orator of the 
evening, who delivered the following oration: 

Commander, officers and members of the G. A. R., Ladies and Gentlemen: 
"The sorrow for the dead is the only sowow from whicn we refuse to be 
divorced. Every other wound we seek to heal, every other affliction to forget, 
but this wound we consider it a duty to keep open; this affliction we brood 
over in solitude. Where is the mother who would willingly forget the infant 
that perished like a blossom from her arms, though every recollection is a 
pang? Where is the child that would willingly forget the most tender of 
parents, though to remember be but to lament? Who, even in the hour of 
agony, would forget the friend over whom he mourns? Who, even when the 
tomb is closing upon the remains of her he most loved, when he feels 
'his heart, as it were, crushed in the closing of its portal, would accept of con- 
solation that must be bought by forgetful n ess ? No, the love which survives 
the tomb is one of the noblest attributes of the soul. If it has its woes, it has 
likewise its delights, and when the overwhelming burst of grief is calmed into 
the.gentle tear of recollection ; when the sudden anguish and the convulsive 
a^gony over the present ruins of all that we most loved is softened away into 
pensive meditation on all that it was in the days of its loveliness — who would 
root out such a porrow from the heart ? Though it may sometimes throw a pass- 
ing cloud over the bright hour of gayety, or spread a deeper sadness over the 
hour of gloom, yet who w^ould exchange it even for the song of pleasure or the 
burst of revelry? No; there is a voice from the tomb sweeter than song. 
There is a remembrance of the dead to which we turn, even from the charms 
of the living. Oh, the grave ! the grave ! It buries everv e^ror, covers every 
defect, extinguishes every resentment. From its peaceful bosom spring none 
but fond regrets and tender recollections. Who can look down upon the 
grave, even of an enemy, and not feel a compunctious throb that he should 
have ever warred with the poor handful of earth that lies mouldering before 
him? 

Such were the reflections of one who in early life had witnessed the deli- 
cate and beautiful rite of strewing the beauties of nature about the graves 
of loved and honored ones in other countries, long before the desolating hand 
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of war had brought tears and mourning to our homes, and honor and death to 

the 300,000 whose deeds we this day commemorate. Indeed, for a time 

whereof the memory of man runneth not to the contrary it hath been the 

custom to 

"Bring flowers, pale flowers, o'er the grave to shed, 
"A crown for the brows of the soldiers dead ; 
•'For this through the leaves liath the white rose burst ; 
"For this, in the woods was the violet nui-sed. 
"Though they sigh in vain for what once was ours. 
"They are love's last gift— bring flowers— bring flowers.'' 

It was appointed by the laws of Athens that the obsequies of the citizenb 
who fell in battle should be performed at the public expense, and in the 
most honorable manner. Their bones were carefully gathered from the 
funeral pyre, on which their bodies had been burned, and brought home to 
the city. There they lay in state for three days under tents of honor, to re- 
ceive the votive offerings of relatives, friends and surviving comrades — 
painted vases, weapons, precious ornaments and flowers — the last tributes of 
surviving affection. Ten coffins of funeral cypress received the honorable 
and honored remains, one for each of the tribes of the city, and an eleventh 
was provided that they might do honor to and hold in remembrance the un- 
known dead, and there in the most beautiful suburb of Athens, adorned by 
Cimon, with walks and fountains, and columns ; whose graves were inter- 
spersed by altars and shrines and temples, and whose gardens were kept ever 
green by streams over whose rippling waters waved the branches of trees sacred 
to Minerva; whose pathways gleamed with the monuments of the illustrious 
dead. There beneath the over-anthing plane trees.it was ordained that a funeral 
oration should be pronounced by some citizen of the republic in the presence 
of the assembled multitude. Such were the honors which the laws of Athens 
re(iuired to be paid to the memory of those who fell in theii country's cause. 
How much more sublime is the spectacle of a great nation making its annual 
voluntary acknowledgement of its gratitude to the living and its remembrance 
of the dead soldiers of the republic. 

The late tremendous war was the natural penalty of a great national 
crime. It is not possible to violate any of nature's laws, physical or social, 
without suffering the resentment of her majesty. The time for the great 
conflict between freedom and slavery, light and darkness, had come. The 
awful encounter had been ordained by the majestic cabinet of events, and 
the wisdom and justice of God did not choose to disturb the natural order of 
things. In the course of its rapid advancement, our country had arrived at 
that point where a wicked and shameful barbarity must be given up to extir- 
pation, and so eagerly did selfishness and avarice cling to it, that it had to be 
wrested away by the mailed and bloody hand of war. Then all divisions 
ceased, all loyal lips were outspoken, all loyal hands were active, all loj^al 
hearts feared, vet hoped and prayed for the end to come. Then was heard 
throughout all the land the tramp, tramp, tramp of the soldiers, who were 
ready to do and to dare, and, if need be, tn die. We sent them forth with 
our benedictions and promises of everlasting remembrance. We cheered 
them with the assurance that everv scar they received should be a badgre of 
honorable distinction ; that if disabled they should be made comfortable by 
a grateful country's bounty ; that the names of the battle fields upon which 
they fhould fight should be associated with their own ; that on our gala days 
and national festivals, they should be honored guests. And we promised 
that if they should fall in the service they should not be forgotten ; that 
places stained with loyal blood, and graves of fallen braves should be the 
shrines of patriotii! i)ilgrimage. Under the inspiration of truth and justice 
those heroic men wentYorth to do battle for liberty and to die for free'dom and 
country. Hut what an awful libation of the warm young blood of our re- 
public ! What vast heckatombs of heroic manhood and hopeful youth were 
piled round the smoking and san^niinary altar! How the hoarse ravens 
flew in swil't circles over the harvest field of death ! What woful lamentation 
in the homes of the people from the Saco to the Santee, from the historic 
landing of Plymouth to the lonely solitudes of Cape Disappointment, 
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But the end came. Our silent cities were peopled with the nation's dead. 
The overwhelming outburst of grief has at last been calmed into the gentle 
tear of recollection, and with sorrowful thoush grateful he.iris, we gather 
about the graves of those we loved, and in contemplating their lives and char- 
acter, gather hope and courage and wisdom for the conflict vet to come. 

While we thus hold in grateful remembrance those wfio fell in arms, we 
cherish also the memory of those who survived the ai'tual conflict. They too, 
are passing away and each recurring Decoration Day flowers are brought to 
the graves of members of the Grand Army of the Republic, who themselves 
delighted to participate in these hallowed exercises. It was upon an occasion 
like this that your fallen comrade, the gre.it, the go6d, the immortal James A, 
Garfield said : "Could a hanil bear our banner in battle and not be forever 
consecrated to honor and virtue? But doubly consecrated were these who 
received into their own hearts the fatal shafts aimed at the life of their 
country ! Fortunate men I Your country lives because you died ! Your 
fame is placed where the breath of calumny can never reach it I where the 
mistakes of a weary life can never dim its brightness ! Coming generations 
'will rise up to call you blessed." 

James A. Garfield ! how bravely he lived ; how memorably he died, and 
how imperishable is the luster of his name. The signal of his departure was 
carried by swift couriers around the circumference of the globe,and when the 
eternal gates were lifted up the friends of humanity everywhere united in one 
sublime and universal benediction. I doubt not that James A. Garfield was 
conducted through the portal of the gates of the "City of Light" by a comrade 
detailed by the great commander of the universe to bid him welcome, one 
who had been purified by fire, baptised in blood and called to heaven through 
the agency of an assassin — Abraham Lincoln — another of the world's im- 
mortals who have reached heaven through martyrdom, and who have mounted 
from the toils aind cares of a lowly life to the ramparts of an eternal fame. 
Let Garfield lie as he fell, like the sturdy northern pine cast down by an evil 
wind in the midsummer of its pride and glory ; let him live in history as the 
representative of his age and people, without one ficticious adornment of the 
sculptor, the painter or the historian. His deeds of patriotism and humanity 
are his sublimest monument, which shall remain white and beautiful when 
marble itself shall be wasting under the mosses of time. Beside it, freedom 
will keep guard perj>etually with battered helmet and crimson ax, and under 
its shadow as often as the orbit of the year shall have been completed the 
Genius of Liberty shall weep like a tearful Niobe until the fleeting angel shall 
have sounded the reveille of the great, the good and the just. As often as 
Decoration Day shall return, after the relenting months of winter, or the 
birthday of our nation shall come with the fervid sun of July, let each soldier 
and each citizen, like the pious Moslem, turn toward the holy shrines of 
Springfield and Mt. Vernon and Lake View, saying, "God is Great!" Wash- 
ington ! Lincoln ! Garfield! 

'* They are Freedom's now, and Fame's, 
Tlieus of tlie few. the immortal names. 
That were not l)orn to die." 

There is not time now to eulogize the character and draw lessons from the 
lives of Burnside and Hurlbut or to even call your attention to names of those 
who have been called to the unknown country during the last year, but all 
around are graves bearing to-day their first floral decorations,whose occupants 
have come from the army, the navy, from high stations in social and politi- 
cal circles and from the lowly walks of private life. They lived to enjoy 
some of the blessings of liberty and union which they helped to preserve. 
They lived to see peace restored and mighty armies of heroic soldiers 
resolved into peaceful citizens. They witnessed the reorganization of the great 
republic, and saw the disappearahce of the bitter feelings which made a civil 
War possible in the United States. 

"In the spring of 1863 two great armies were encamped on either side of 
the Rappahannock, one dressed in blue the other in gray. As twilight fell 
upon the plain, the regimental bands upon the union side began to play "The 
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Star Spangled banner," and "Rally Round the Flag." That musical challenge 
was taken np by those on the other side and they responded with "The Bonnie 
Blue Flag" and "Away down South in Dixie." A single soldier in one of 
those bands was inspired to begin a sweeter and more tender air, and slowly 
and sweetly as he played it, there joined in the instruments upon the union 
side, until finally a great and mighty chorus swelled and rolled along the line 
of our army : "Home, Sweet Home." When they had finished there was no 
challenge yonder, for every hand on the farther shore had taken up the 
lovely air so attuned to all that is holiest and dearest, and one great cnorus 
of the two mighty hosts went up to God. When they had finished, from the 
boys in gray came the challenge, "Three cheers for home," and they went up, 
resounding through the skies from both sides of the river. A bond of sympa- 
thy between the warring hosts had been found, ev«n in the midst of 
battle, and as then all hearts were joined in the sentiment expressed by 
the dear old song, so now all hearts respond to the grand anthem of universal 
liberty and peace. "Peace on earth and good will towards man," is the sen- 
timent with which we are inspired, even to the extent of forgiving and forget- 
ting the error of those who oftered a sacrifice as great as we upon the altar of 
the institutions to which they were devoted. While we honor and glorify 
our patriot dead, let their graves suggest no bitter animosities towards those, 
who under that other fiag went down to dust 

"By the flow of the inhind river, 
Whence the fleets of iron have fled, 

Wliere the blades of grave-grass quiver. , 
Asleep are the ranks of the dead— 

Under tlie sod and the dew 
Waiting the judgment day ; 

Under the one the Blue- 
Under the other the Gray. 

•'These in the robings of KI017, 
Those in the gloom of defeat. 
Ail with the battle-blood gory. 
In the dusk of eternity meet- 
Under the sod and tlie dew 

Waiting the judgment day ; 
Under the laurel ilie Blue- 
Under the willow the Gray. 

"From the silence of sorrowful homes 

The desolate mourners go, 
Lovingly laden with flowera. 

Alike Jpr the friend and the foe— 
Under the sod and the dew 
' Waiting the judgment day ; 
Under the roses the Blue— 
• Under the lillies the Gray. 

'•So with an equal splendor 
The morning sun-rays fall, 
Witli a touch impartially tender 

On the blossoms blooming for ail- 
Under the sod and the dew 

Waiting the judgment day ; 
Broidered with gold the Blue- 
Mellowed with gold the Gray. 

"So, when the summer calleth 
On forest and fleld of grain. 

With an equal murmur lalleth 
The cooling dip of the rain ; 

Under the sod and the dew 
Waiting the judgment day ; 

Wet with the rain the Blue- 
Wet with the rain the Gray. 

"Sadly but not upbraiding, 
The generous deed was done ; 

In the storm of the years that are fading 
No braver battle was won. 

Under the sod and the dew 
Waiting the judgment day ; 

Under the blossoms the Blue- 
Under the garlands the Gray ; 
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"No more shall the war cry sever 
Or the winding rivers be red ; 

They banish our anger forever 
when they laurel the graves of our dead. 

Under the sod and the dew 
Waiting the Judgment day ; 

Love and tears for the Blue- 
Tears and love for the Gray." 

As one of the results of the war a splendid civilization has been partially, 
and will be fully developed on the American continent. Literature will 
flourish as it has hot in the past ; fine art will blossom into new and beautiful 
creations, which will congeal noble ideals into abiding actualities, and mind 
asking for nothing but fields for free thought will triumph in every struggle 
"which our Republic may be called upon to enter, and humanity, like the 
century plant which blooms after a hundred years of struggle with all that 
opposes its vigorous life, will break forth into the brilliant bloom of that 
golden age for which philanthropists have longed, and holy men have prayed, 
For Grod hath given into your hands a place where there is no want of any- 
•thing that is in the earth." 

fiy the preservation of our country and the regeneration of the Republic 
new and most important duties have been cast upon us as citizens; our 
wonderful growth and great prosperity but increases the opportunities we 
have so long enjoyed of becoming chief* among the nations of the earth. In 
the whirl of business and in the race for riches and honor we do not often 
reflect upon our opportunities as a people or our greatness as a nation. While 
Bepublican government maintains its struggle with the spirit of monarch and 
empire in France, and the issue is yet doubtful, our form of government 
stands beyond the reach of danger from internal dissensions or foreign in- 
vasion. In Russia nihilism is spreading its destructive influence, while 
government reels and totters upon its foundations, and anarchy and confusion 
reign supreme. The contest between socialism and order in Germany has 
made to lie uneasy the head that wears the crown. By the side of the 
Shannon, where beautiful Erin droops over her grieving harp, an unhappy 
people look with fond hopes to the genius of liberty upon this side of the 
waters. We receive from Europe as an acknowledgment of our superior in- 
stitutions and the excellence of our government, many thousands of her pop- 
ulation. The burdens of military duty, from whicn we are exempt the 
£ulure of crops, which, thanks to a beneficent providence, comes not; with 
heavy hand upon us ; the general depression of tmde, from which, happily, 
we are free ; these, and many causes which might be enumerated, send out 
from the old world to the new a people who have been attracted by the free- 
dom of America and the desire of living in a country where the laborer is re- 
garded as being worthy of his hire. 

In a single year we drew from England 65,000 of her population, and from 
the United Kingdom 153,000 ; from Germany 210,0d0, while from the rest of 
Europe we obtained more than 300,000. And here upon the soil which the 
blood of our fallen heroes consecrated anew to liberty of thought and freedom 
of conscience, comes the pilgrims from all nations to worship at our shrine, 
to mingle their lives and their fortunes with ours, and to assist in building up 
our holy temple of liberty until its shadows shall extend to "the uttermost 
parts of the earth." Our population in 1790 was a little less than 4,000,000, 
and it is said that without immigration our country would not have had 50,- 
000,000 of people for a hundred years to come, whence it appears that the pop- 
ulation and consequent, expansion of the settled area, the development of 
agriculture, manufactures, mining and railways, as well as of domestic and 
foreign trade, have been anticipated more than three-quarters of a century 
by the quiet influx of Europeans. They who died for union and freedom, 
died for humanity as well, and we who at the short space of twenty years, 
from the time when our land was "rent in civil feuds and drenched in frater- 
nal blood," enjoy the full measure of the blessings won by the awful sacrifice, 
may well gather about the graves, and with bowed heads and uplifted hearts 
exdaim. 
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"Great God I we thank Tliee for this home, 

This bounteous birthland of the free* 
Where wanderers from afar may come 

And breathe the air of liberty. 
Still may her tlowera untrampled spring, 

Her harvests wave, her cities rise, 
And yet, till time shall fold her wing, 

Remain earth's loveliest paradise. 

Members of the Grand Army of the Republic and citizens: We have not 
performed our whole duty when we have considered the excellence of our 
governmental system and the greatness of our nation ; nor when we have ex- 
pressed our acknowledgments of profound gratitude to you who have survived 
the conflict; nor yet when we have paid love's last tribute to the memory of 
the departed. They bequeathed this common wealth to us in trust for the 
coming generations. It is not only ours to enjoy, but ours to maintain, to 
perfect, and to transmit to those who in their turn shall follow us. 

When the great prophet of Islamlsm went forth from his caves of prayer 
and uplifted the sign of battle in the east, he caused to be inscribed upon his 
flaming sword the motto, "Forward lies success," and would we fulfil thtf 
mission which destiny has purposed for ns, we too must look steadily forward 
and press on and still onward in the development of those agencies through 
which the highest earthly good can be obtained. The most important of 
these is the general education and enlightenment' of the masses who direct 
and control the material as well as the political destinies of the nation. As 
the stream does not rise above its fountain, so the wisdom of the country as 
manifested by its laws and their administration will not rise much above the 
average intelligence of its people. In our race for riches we are apt to neglect 
to get wisdom. In our haste to reap honors we sometimes fail to acquire 
knowledge; we are apt to mistake social distinction for absolute worth; W^ 
are too prone to neglect the general good for what seems to be our own special 
advantage and so the avenues of public life and the pathways of ambition art 
overcrowded. The tendency is to neglect the great material interests, upon 
the development of which our future greatness and prosperity must depend* 
We live too fast; we have too much theory and too little of that practical 
knowledge which alone can make a people prosperous and happy. Our cities 
and towns are already overcrowded with young men and young women, who, 
attracted by the enchantments of trade, the excitement of speculation and 
the glitter and glare of social life, have turned their backs upon the country, 
the great and inexhaustible source of individual as well as national riches and 
honor. The disappointments of business, cares of trade, the demands of 
society, and the never ending pursuit of the always fleeing shadow makes 
aching brains and unhappy hearts; and morals, health and life pay the too 
certain penalty. AVe look all around and see that the work yQt remaining to 
be performed before humanity will have reached its highest and purest estate 
is well worthy the careful thought and the active labors of an intelligent peo- 
ple. The conflicts of pea(;e are oft-times as important as those of war and are 
always of longer duration. They do not press themselves upon us in such 
manner as make immediate action seem necessary; they appeal to the heart 
rather than to the impulses which in times of great emergency prompt 
patriotic action ; nor in times of peace will citizens be impelled to action by 
the influences of that irrestible and inborn religion in man which is brought 
to the altar by the awful shock of contending armies, by the eloquence of 
loud-talking storms, by the crested wrath of the ocean, and by the wild plunge 
of the cataract that pours its eternal baptism upon, the obdurate and un- 
changeable rock. 

Gentlemen of the Grand Army, you who upon the fatal days stood beside 
your fallen comrades, you who saw their bodies return to dust, and their 
noble spirits float outward and upward to the God who gave them, and citi- 
zens all, let us learn the lessons and duties of life from the story of their death. 
"Let us return thanks to God that we have lived to see our country in the - 
vigor and splendor of her second age." Let us transmit the rich legacy un* 
tarnished to our children. Let us leave behind us such memories, that 
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whether we fall amid the conflict of battle, or in the sacred circles of home, 
or fall alone and no friend take note of our departure, it may be recorded of 
each, "he left his duties done." 

•'How little recks it where men lie, 

When once the moment's past 
In which the dim and }|:hizin^ eye 

Has looked on earth its last— 
Whether heneath the sculptured urn 

The coffined form shall rest, 
Or in its nakedness return 

Back to its mother's breast. 

"Death is a common friend or foe 

As different men may hold ; 
And at his summons eai^h must go. 

The timid and the bold ! 
But when tlie spirit, free and warm. 

Deserts it as it must. 
What matter where the lifeless form 

Dissolves again to dust. 

"The soldier falls 'mid corses piled 

L'pon the battle plain, 
Where roinleKs war-steeds gallop wild 

Above the mangled slaiu"; 
But, though his corse be grim to see 

Hoof-trampled in the sod. 
What recks it. when the spirit free 

Has soared aloft to God ! 

"The coward's dying eyes may close 

Upon his downy bed. 
And softest bauds his limbs compose. 

Or garments o'er them spread ! 
But ye,' who shun the bloody fray, 

When fall the mangled brave. 
Go— strip his colfln lid away. 

And see him in his grave ! 

" 'Twere sweet indeed, to close our eyes, 

With those we cherish, near, 
And, wafted upward by their sighs 

Soar to some calmer sphere. 
But whether on the scaftold high 

Or in the battle's van. 
The fittest place where man can die 

Is where ne dies for man I'* 
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^Auld Lang Syne" was then rendered by the band, after which 
'' Our Army of the Dead," by Will Carlton, was recited by the 
young ladies. Misses Katie Pierce, Laura Watkins, Josie Buchanan, 
Cora Braden, Mary Morse and Lavina Jones — the last verse being 
composed by Comrade R. C. White — each giving a verse, and closed 
with their gathering around a memorial grave and scattering flowers 
upon it, accompanied with a song so sweetly sung as to call forth 
from the audience an enthusiastic encore. FoUoAving is the poem 
and song: 

OUR ARMY OF THE DEAD. 

By the edge of the Atlantic, where the waves of Freedom roar, 

And the breezes of the ocean chant a requiem to the shore, 

On the Nation's eastern hill -tops, where its coraer-stone is laid, 

On the mountains of New England, where our fathei-s toiled and prayed. 

Mid old Key-stone's rugged riches, wheie the miner's hand await, 

Mid the never-ceasing commerce of the busy Empire State, 

With the country's love and honor on each brave. «ievoted head. 

Is a band of noble heroes— is our Army of the Dead. 

On the lake-encircled homestead of the thriving Wolverine, 
On the beauteous Western prairies, with their carpeting of green, 
By the sweeping Miss sslppi, long our country's pride and boast, 
On tlie rugged Rocky Mountains, and the weird raciflc coast, 
In the listless, sunny Southland, with its blossoms and its vines, 
On the bracing Northern hill -tops, and amid their murmuring pines, 
Over all our happy country— over all our Nation spread, 
ts a band of nobie heroes— is our Army of the Dead. 
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Not with musket, and with sabre, and with glad heart beating fast ; 
Not with cannon that had thundered till the bloody war was past ; 
Not with voices that are shouting with the vim of victory's note : 
Not with armor gayly glistening and with flags that proudly float ; 
Not with air of martial vig[or. nor with steady, soldier tramp. 
Come they grandly marching to us— for the boys are all in camp. 
With forgetfulness upon it— each within his earthly bed, 
Waiting for his marcning ordere -is our Army of the Dead. 

Fast asleep the boys are lying, in their low and narrow tents. 
And no battle-cry can waKe them, and no orders call them hence ; 
And the yearnings of the mother, and the anguish of the wife, 
Cannot with their magic presence call the soldier back to life ; 
And the brother's manly soitow, and the father's mournful pride, 
Cannot give back to his country him who for his country died. 
They who for the trembling Nation in its hour of trial bled. 
Lie, in these, its years of triumph, with our Army of the Dead, 

When the years of Earth are over, and the cares of Earth are done, 

When the reign of Time is ended, and Eternity begun. 

When the thundera of Omniscience on our wakened senses roll, 

And the sky above shall wither, and be gathered like a scroll ; 

When, among the lofty mountains, and across the mighty sea. 

The sublime celestial bugler shall ring out the reveille, 

Then ^hall march with brightest laurels, and with proud, victorious tread. 

To their station up in heaven, our Grand Army of the Dead I 

Yes they'll rise from out the shadows, and from out the blood-stained clay, 
In unbroken ranks of splendor on that great memorial day- 
Yet while Time shall wield his sceptre over land and over sea, 
Mankind shall sing the praises of that army of the free. 
And shall gather inspiration from the peons of the brave. 
To follow Freedom's banner though it lead into the gi*ave— 
Ajnd other hands than ours strew bright laurels o'er each bed 
where sleep the gallant comrades of our Army of the Dead. 

SONG. 

From hill, and dale, and glen, bring flowers. 

To strew each soldier's bier. 
In every spring time's golden houra, 
. In every coming year. 
Bring laurel, emblem of their fame. 

And myrtle, of bur love ; 
Let violets remembrance name. 

And amaranth life above. 
Then strew bright flowera on every grave. 

Wherein a hero lies. 
And let the dear old banner wave 

'Neath Freedom's sunlit' skies. 

The following poem, " In Memoriam," writteu and delivered by 
Comrade R. C. White, was well received and called forth an outburst 
of applause: 

How silently old Time pui*sues his way ! 

With steady hand he winds up all the years ; 
The young grow old, the aged pass away— 

And thus he limits all our smiles and tears. 

. The springtime speeds so quickly— and is. gone. 
The summer's sunshine gilds tne world aglow, 
The autumn flown, then, comrades, one by one 
We pass away beneath the winter's snow. 

Yes, one by one we fall beside the way, 

One by one droops down each weary head, 
One by one we turn aside to pray 

And scatter flowera on some new-made bed. 

Comrades, tell me when the last shall stand 
, Alone upon Time's bleak and dreary shore- 
When he, of all that army great and grand, 
A day may live behind all gone before ? 

It soon shall be ! for no recruits may fill 

Our shattered ranks, growing thinner day by day- 
It soon shall be ! The Great Commander's wfll 
Must be obeyed, and all shall pass away. 

To-day our thoughts go wandering back thro' time. 

Now darkly veiled with tears that follow fast- 
Commune we now with sliadows most sublime. 

Dark blue shadows of the angry past. 
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We see them marching through the murky night, 

We hear the clashing of the fearful strife, 
We see the ending of the bloody flght 

And thousands mangled and oereft of life. 

How dream-like now such memories o'er us creep, 

How sadly sweet this dreaming seems to me— 
Awhile to linger with the past, then sleep. 

To wake no more— no more to dream— to be. 

The shadow forms that lead the way before. 

Whose loyal hearts ne'er knew a craven fear. 
And who the brunt of Union's battles bore. 

Are absent not, we feel their presence here. 

Their names are written, and our heart's the scroll— 
Our own, our loved, our patriotic comrades true, 

Undim'd the luster of that mighty roll. 
That tells of thousands dead who wore the blue. 

Perhaps to-day, where missing comrades sleep 

Beneath the sunny skies of southern lands, 
Some loving hearts are gathered there to weep. 

And flowers are strewn by tender, loving hands. 

So we may plant a \\\y fair and white 
Upon the grave of him who wore the gray. 

For he, mistaken, deemed that he was right- 
Hate entera not the mounds of clay. 

Comrades, you have seen the terrors of the fray. 
And heard the shriek and dying prayer to God— 

You've seen the blue lay down beside the gray. 
Their hearts-blood mingling on the trampled sod. 

O, may cemented friendship, from that tide 

Of crimson life, make discords cease- 
May North and South stand ever side by side. 

Hands clasped in love and everlasting peace. 

The recitation, " The Drummer Boy of Mission Ridge," by Miss 
"^elle Castleman, showed careful preparation and culture of voice. 

jw The meeting was closed as the rj[tual provides, viz. : 

^ Commander Sears— Senior Vice. Commander, how should all men live ? 

/ Senior Vice Com. Arnold — With trust in God and in love for one another. 

/J Com. — Junior Vice Commander, how should comrades of the Grand 
. MTmy live? 
' ^ ' Junior Vice Com. Davison — Having on the whole armor of God, that they 
V may be able to withstand in the evil day. 
A| Com. — The last enemy that shall be destroyed is death. 

^^ Comrades — We thank God who giveth us the victory, through Jesus 

^, Christ, our Lord. 

Commander — May the Almighty God, our lEIeavenly Father, keep us by 
HiiS gracious presence amid the conflicts of our mortal life, and at last receive 
us into everlasting peace. 

Comrades — Amen. * . * 

Commander — I now declare this Post closed. 
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At a subsequent meeting of the Decoration Day Joint Committee, 
held at Comrade Caukin's office, on Stark street, Wednesday evening, 
June 7th, the following resolution was unanimously adopted: 

Reaolvedy That the thanks of the committee are hereby gratefully ten- 
dered to the following persons : 

To Rev. T. L. Eliot, for his eloquent sermon on Memorial Sunday. 
To Rev. J. H. Acton, for his services as chaplain. Decoration Day. 
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Cora Braden, Mary Morse and Lavina Jones, for recitatiooa on evening of 
Decoration Itoy, which added much to the attractiveneas of the occasion. 

To Comrade R. C. White, for composition and rendition ofliis original 
poem, "In Memoriam." 

To Messrs Harris & Salmon, for free and abundant supply of ice. 

To Geo. W. Whiting, for sprinkling the streetB on the line of march, free 
of charve. 

To Knott Brothers, for free ferriage to the procession on the route to 
and from the cemetery. 

To the following named for bountiful supply of flowers, wreathes, bou- 
quets, etc- 

Prof. E. K.Warren and pupils of the high school, Prof. I. W.Pratt and 
pupils of the Harrison street school, Miss E. C. Sahin and pupils of North 
school, Mrs. J. C. Olds, Mrs. O. Summers, Mrs. A. C. Gibbs, Mrs. A. E. Borth- 
wick, Mrs. John R. Foster, Mrs. P. J. Mann, Mrs. Fleiachner, Mrs. Ben Haines, 
Mrs. Albert Allen, Miss Hattie Phillips, Master James Phillips, Mrs. Theo. 
Barker, Mrs. Bathburn, Mrs. E. C. Smith, Mrs. Geo. Sharp, Mrs, Wm. Murray; 
also, to Thos. A. Linn and Edward Suiith, for asBistHnce in decorating at thea- 
ter I and last but not least, to a generous public who so generally contributed 
their money and presence in furtheran<« of the ceremonies of the day. 
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